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	1. Chapter 1

**Chapter One**

I stare wistfully as the mirror closes.

"That's all you're allowed, sweetie."

I turn at the sweet voice and see my caring mother, so worn down, that it almost makes me want to hug her. That's what I should have done, what an abnegation would do.

I slide off the stool and take a deep breath. It is my choosing day, the day everyone waits for. Do I want to be the kind Amity, the selfless Abnegation or the always honest Candor? Do I want to be the daring Dauntless or the intelligent Erudite?

I think back, sifting through memories until I come to one.

* * *

><p><em>Walk. Keep Walking. Keep Going. Nearly there.<em>

_I open the foreboding metal door. A plain, whitewash room with a mirror one side greets me. My eyes find themselves drifting towards the mirror. No! Abnegation, abnegation, abnegation! I look away almost immediately. The woman, she has a tattoo on her. So… dauntless of her. NO! Abnegation, abnegation, abnegation! Look away, fool! _

_I stare down at the floor. Just as an Abnegation would. Abnegation, abnegation, abnegation. I shall not be anything else._

"_What's the matter, Stiff?" I hear._

_My face reddens. Panicking, I wonder what to do. Answer!_

"_Um… nothing, ma'am," I reply._

_She just lifts an eyebrow. Abnegation, abnegation, abnegation! I'm panicking. She can see it! _

"_Sit down. I'm Tori, I'll be taking your test."_

_I walk over to the reclining chair and perch on the edge._

_She just snorts in amusement," Come on, Stiff! I haven't got all day!"_

_My face must look like a tomato. I lie down, unconsciously smoothing my skirt out._

_Abnegation, abnegation, abnegation._

_She pulls out a vial, and I'm surprised at the colour of the liquid inside, a soft mint green. It looks nice, maybe the taste won't be bad? No, looks can deceive. _

_Bringing the vial that she hands me to my lips, I gather my courage. Or, should I say, what's left of it._

_I swallow._

_Abnegation, abnegation, abne..._

_I wake up. Must have dozed off. But no one is in here. Surely Tori would have woken me up? _

_Oh. The vial of liquid. The test._

"_Choose."_

_A knife, obsidian handle and glinting silver blade. A block of cheese, the holey type. _

"_Choose."_

"_Why?" I ask._

"_Choose," the voice seems annoyed all of a sudden. _

"_But why do I need to choose?" I insist._

_I squint around the room, trying to find the mysterious voice. All I can see is the outline of the room, with a woman – Tori – typing furiously into a computer. How can I see that?_

"_Choose!"_

"_No!" I shout._

_Immediately, the knife and cheese disappear. Instead, I hear a low growling noise. What is it? Dreading the result, I turn around. _

_A huge black dog stands there, growling at me while saliva hung from its gnashing jaws. I analyse it before I realize what I'm doing. Analyse? Where did that come from?_

_Shaking like a leaf, I lay down slowly on my stomach, praying and praying. Soon, I hear a whine from above me. Sitting up, I see a puppy in the place of the dog._

_Oh, well that makes _perfect _sense, doesn't it?_

"_Puppy!" a little girl cries._

_A little girl who looks exactly like me._

"_No!" I cry out, leaping at the now fully grown, snarling dog – I fall though the ground._

"_Have you seen this man?" A ragged man holds out a newspaper. Now that he says it, he _does _look kind of familiar._

"_No." I say._

_Snarling at me, the man reaches out – my hand springs up, catching the side of his jaw. It creates a cracking sound._

"_I. Have. Not. SEEN. THIS. MAN!" I start to yell._

_Three._

_Two._

_One._

"_Beatrice! Beatrice! Calm down!" Tori yells._

_My heartbeat is racing, pounding like Dauntless' feet when running._

"_Beatrice. This is not good…" she mumbles._

"_What did I get? I ask, dreading the words._

"_You got Abnegation. And Dauntless. And Erudite."  
><em>


	2. Chapter 2

Chapter Two

In. Out. In. Out. Deep breaths. Abnegation, abnegation, abnegation. Or… Dauntless? I don't think I could stand Erudite.

Abnegation or Dauntless? Which to choose… to let out the inner me, become my fierce self, or to hide away in this grey, selfless community? I just don't know!

I'm startled out of my thoughts by a shove in the back.

"Watch where you're going, Stiff!" A rough voice shouts at me.

"I'm sorry," I mutter to the Candor.

I'm starting to wish I could just shove him back and – what am I thinking! I can't do that! I could hurt them! But isn't that the point?

I shake my head and start walking again, head down like a good Abnegation. I join the long, orderly queue as we wait to go in. Standing next to me is Caleb.

"Beatrice, I want to tell you something," he murmurs.

"Um, sure," I reply.

"Bea, you need to consider the family when you choose."

"Well, of course," I say, confused at his implication – does he know my result?

"But, you also need to consider yourself."

What? Myself? That would be selfish. Wouldn't it? I'm not so sure of anything now.

"Bea, we need to go in. The ceremony is about to start," he looks at me.

"Oh, of course!" I say as we are bustled in through the door.

With one last, fleeting look, I see the abnegation symbol. Two hands, one helping the other. Selfless.

* * *

><p>"Prior, Caleb!" Marcus, an abnegation leader calls out.<p>

My brother stands up hesitantly. He's nervous, I realise. Why? He's such a selfless Abnegation. Where else would he go? Then, what he said comes slamming in to me.

_You also need to consider yourself._

He's going to change, I realise as cold shivers down my back. I still don't know what I'm going to choose.

_Choose wisely Caleb_, I think.

He holds his hand out, knife in the other. A cut appears where the knife is dragged across. Blood is already coming out. He holds his hand over the Abnegation bowl. But. But, but, but. If only things were that simple.

He slowly moves his hand across, passing the brown soil of Amity, and stopping over the clear water of Erudite. It clicks.

My brother, transfer to Erudite. My brother, always with books in hand. My brother, with top grades for school. No wonder he's an Erudite at heart. How was he so selfless?

"Prior, Beatrice!" I gulp. What do I choose? Which one? Which one? Selfless, or Daring? Plain, or standing out?

My mother nudges me. Right, the ceremony. I am shaking badly, I realise.

Taking a deep breath, I stand up. The silence seems suffocating. Everyone stares at me, wondering whether I will transfer too. I can especially feel my Father's gaze. I turn around to look at him as I am walking down the stairs. He's furious. But he's also… desperate. Pleading for me to return to him. To not abandon him.

I walk to the bowls. Hand stretched out, I almost flinch when I realise that the knife is the same as the one in the Simulation test. I grip the rough handle, and wipe the blood off the blade. Unhygienic, I think.

Slicing the blade along my palm, I'm aware that I cut too deep. Too much blood. I hold my hand out over the Abnegation's grey stones. Selfless?

That's just not me. I shift my hand to the Dauntless coals in time for the blood to drop, hissing on the fire. Gasps come from the onlookers. Well, it's not every day that a 'Stiff' becomes a Dauntless, I guess.

Back straight, I walk over to the shocked Dauntless. As I reach an empty seat, they all start to holler. Soon, I find myself smiling. I get the feeling that I'm going to do well in this Faction.

* * *

><p>They're running. I must keep up. Breathe in. Breathe out. Soon, I find myself at the front with all the Dauntless borns. I think they're surprised, with all the looks I'm receiving. I don't care.<p>

I'm a head, gaining by the minute. My lungs are on fire, but it feels good. No, not good. Incredible! I laugh out loud, long and sweet, as I realise how odd this must look. A stiff, faster than Dauntless born. Wow.

I know what to do next – I can't remember how many times I've watched them do this! I jump, latching onto the metal pole, and start to pull myself up. Soon, I have reached the top, and I'm the only one there.

"How did you get here so fast?" A boy asks, incredulity all over his face.

"I ran," I reply flatly. Seriously, what else would I do?

The train is coming. I can hear the low hum of the tracks. I start to run along the platform, pushing through the gathering people. I notice the boy is still following me. Sprinting alongside the train, I grab the handle and gracefully pull myself in. The abnegation in me wants to help the boy into the car, but my reckless streak squashes it.

I suddenly notice all the stares I'm receiving, and feel my check heat up.

"Where did you learn to do that?" the boy, now on the train, shouts at me.

"I just did, Ok?" I snap, annoyed at all the questions. I sigh and grab the door handle. Leaning out of the car, I feel my nerves tingle with the adrenaline that comes from leaning out of a train. Okay, maybe I'm a bit crazy.

"I'm Uriah," I hear.

"So, the annoying boy has a name, does he? And what, exactly, makes me want to know it?" I ask, venting my frustration at all the questions, "Maybe you should have been in Erudite with all those questions!"

He looks stung. Maybe I was too mean?

"For your information, I was just curious," he sniffed, "And I was just trying to be nice, sheez."

Oh, so he's trying to guilt trip me? Ha. Didn't work.

"How are you so… Dauntless?" He asks, sounding envious, "I mean, for God's sake, you make me look like a pansycake!"

"A… Pansycake?"

"Yeah! That words all the rage at Dauntless!" he grins.

I snort. That's absolutely ridiculous. Such a stupid word. But, I can't say that, it would be mean… No! I'm tough. I have to be mean to survive here at Dauntless. They're bound to go hard on a stiff. Who wouldn't?

But, it would be nice to have a friend…

"Umm, hellooo? Anyone in there?"

He startles me out of my thoughts.

"What?"

"Well, I asked you what your name was," he frowns at me.

Exasperated, I say, "My name is…"

What _is _my name? New faction, new name. Anyway, Beatrice is such an ugly name. Too Abnegation.

"Tris," I say firmly, "I'm Tris."

* * *

><p>Hi Guys! Thanks you all so much! This was my first Fanfic and I'm amazed at the response! I'll try to post often.<p>

See ya,

MG


	3. Chapter 3

Chapter Three

"Tris? Nice name. Where did it come from? Is it a nickname?" the annoying boy asks.

"Again with all the questions, dude!" I yell at him. Wow, I'm getting to the end of my very long temper with this boy. Can't he tell when someone wants to be left alone?

He must have seen something in my eyes, or read anger in my face, because her gulps and shuts up.

"Look, I'm sorry, okay?" he tells me meekly.

"If you were sorry, then you'd stop bugging me!"

Great job, Tris. You just put off the one person who wants to be your friend.

"Fine, I didn't mean it," I sigh, exasperated.

"Good!" he says, bouncing around again," but I swear you got this really scary look in your eye."

Yep. Always the eyes.

"So, when are we there?"

He looks sheepish, "Um… I don't know."

"You don't know."

"…No."

"You're a friggin' Dauntless Born! You're meant to know this stuff!"

To my surprise, the near profanity came to my mouth easily. His chocolate eyes are now widening to an almost comical state.

"Dude, you look like a surprised chipmunk."

"Are you calling me cute?" he grins cheekily.

"No."

Did he actually just… pout?

* * *

><p>"Tris! They're jumping off!" he sounds panicked.<p>

"Uriah. Seriously. It's not that big of a deal."

I guess I finally came round to calling Uriah by his name mid journey.

"Okay," he gulps.

"Hold my hand?" he asks.

"I don't need no reassurance." I snap.

"You may not, but I do."

I huff, and grab his hand. By now, we are standing at the back of the train, ready to run and jump. I can hear all the Dauntless hollering in excitement. My poor, poor ears.

"Let's go!" I yell over the din. Uriah pales and nods his head.

"Three! Two! One!"

We're flying. I can feel the air rushing past – but the ground is fast approaching. The smart way would be to set my stance at 9.2873664 degrees – stupid Erudite side. As we near the ground, I let go of Uriah's hand, knowing full well he could pull me down, and land. I was right, my stance offset the force.

"Yeah!" I yell with the exhilaration.

Suddenly, I am aware of a groaning sound to my right. Uriah made it.

"Never doing that again," he gasps.

"Oh come on, dude, it was fun!" I smirk.

"Fun? Fun? FUN?"

"Yup."

"GET OVER HERE!" a man shouts.

Pulling Uriah up, we both start to jog over there.

"I am Eric, one of your Leaders. To get into Dauntless, you must jump down. Who's first?"

I see the guy saying it. He has short dirty blond hair, shaved at the sides, and piercings in his eyebrow. It's not until he stares at me that I see his captivating grey eyes. He practically exudes danger. Just what I want to be.

He's definitely a leader. So ruthless and dangerous, exactly the right type of Dauntless.

"Anyone?" he smirks.

"Is there water at the bottom?" I see an Erudite say.

Why would he tell you that? Stupid boy. But I need to jump. I'm Dauntless now. What better way to prove it?

Eric hops off the ledge and I step onto it. I can see jagged metal sticking out at the sides of a pitch black hole. This is bad. My dress could get caught.

I start undressing, just remaining in the grey leggings and top underneath my dress.

"Take it off, Stiff!" I hear. It was a Candor.

I turn until my back is towards the hole, and throw the clothes at the Candor who said it.

With a cheeky salute at Eric, I backflip off the ledge.

I'm flying. Wind rushing past, hair whipping around me, I'm free. Free from the constraints of Abnegation. This is going to be fun!

I slam into something. A net! I start laughing hysterically. Soon I'm gasping for air. I see hands reached out to me and grab one.

"Name?" a man with deep blue eyes and brown hair asks.

"Tris," I say firmly.

"First Jumper, Tris!"

"Wow, a stiff as first jumper! Never happened before, you know," A woman tells the man.

"There's a reason she left them, Lauren," he says defensively.

Time to be reborn.

* * *

><p>Once everyone has joined me down here, the lights turn on. I'm pretty sure I'm crazy at the moment. Some initiates were screaming the whole way down, some only shortly, but none were silent. I was the only one that laughed.<p>

I see a huge crowd of Dauntless members watching us, cheering and hollering. A small smile curls itself onto my face.

"Right! Transfers with me! Dauntless born with Lauren!" The man yells.

"We're going! I hope you don't need a tour of the place!" Lauren yells at the Dauntless borns.

I wave to Uriah as he leaves. Hopefully I'll see him again.

As people slowly start to leave, the man speaks.

"My name is Four, and I will be your instructor."

Before I can stop her, a Candor snickers and says, "Four? Like the number?"

Oh no.

He walks right up to her, going for the intimidation tactic.

"Yes. You got anything against it?"

"No! No, it's very original!"

I sigh. Candors just don't know how to keep quiet, do they? Always blabbing their mouth off.

As he leads us on a tour round the compound, I have to stop the Candor, Christina, from mouthing off at Four. When will they ever learn?

* * *

><p>Hi everyone! Please could you leave a review on how the story is going, I'm not sure it's good. See ya next time!<p>

MG


	4. Chapter 4

Chapter Four

"This is the Chasm! This is here to remind us that there is a fine line between bravery and idiocy!" Four yells over the rushing water.

As I stare around at this dark beauty, I see the other initiate's mouths wide open, gawking at the chasm. I hastily shut mine as I realise what I must have looked like. I walk over a few steps towards the barrier. Well, it's not much of a barrier anyway. More of a single metal bar that looks dangerously thin. As I touch it, Goosebumps shiver up my arm. It's cold, and wet from the spray. No, this would not offer much safety.

I realise that Four and most of the others are heading off. I jog a little to catch up with them, my feet almost slipping due to the Abnegation shoes. I would need to go shopping, and soon. Such fun.

As we near an archway, our instructor starts to speak.

"Coming up is the Pit. It's the main Headquarters of Dauntless."

Oh no.

Christina starts sniggering, "The Pit? Such an original name."

It's deadly quiet. I can hear the harsh breathing of others around me.

"What's your name?"

"Ch-Christina," she gulps.

"Well, _Christina_, if I wanted to put up with Smart-Mouthed Candors, then I would have joined their Faction."

Christina's eyes widen, and she almost starts shivering.

We start walking again, and we round the bend, our shoes clacking on the rock.

"Oh, I get it now," Christina breathes.

In front of us is a large cavern with uneven rock walls that must be several stories high. Narrow paths and steps are carved from the rock and connect parts of the Pit. Up above us, the ceiling is made of glass.

Four leads us down a flight of stairs, taking us towards a gaping hole. He leads us through, and before us lies a large room with several tables in it, Dauntless members sitting down. This must be the dining room.

"I take it you all know what this is," Four barely manages to tell us before explosions of cheers come from the Dauntless. All of them are standing up, or pounding their cup against the table. Rather flattering, I must say, as a hint of a smile creeps its way onto my lips.

Once the ruckus died down, we grab some food and eat. Two pieces of bread lie on my plate with a piece of meat in between. What is this?

Christina, sitting next to me, nudges me and disbelievingly says, "You've never had a hamburger before?"

"No," I reply, "We eat plain food."

On the other side of me is Four.

"Here, put this on it. It's called Tomato Ketchup," he declares.

I shrug, and splatter some of the red sauce onto the meat before sandwiching it between the two breads and taking a bite. I almost moan as the delicious spices of the meat set my taste buds on fire.

This, of course, sets of a round of laughter at our table. Blushing, I mumble under my breath about good for nothing friends, though a smile on my face says otherwise.

Wait, is it just me, or are these guys growing on me? And when did the Candor, no, Christina, become my friend?

* * *

><p>"These are your dorms. This is where you will sleep, wash, etcetera," Four states, but after a warning glance at a big boy, who is called Al, I think, adds on, "And yes, it is both Girls and Boys."<p>

Murmurs start up, one girl even crying over the thought. She won't make it far.

I haul Christina over to the far corner of the small room, claiming two beds. I am already devising a way for the boys to not see me shower. Maybe Christina would help out.

"I suggest you go to sleep tonight, initiates, as tomorrow will be hard," he utters, and I can see him glance at me.

Why does everyone think that a stiff cannot be strong? I'll show them. Oh boy, they'll regret this, I think as Christina hauls me off to go shopping for Clothes.

* * *

><p>My eyelids flutter open as I look at the small watch Christina has on her wrist. 4:56. Perfect. I haul myself out of bed, and take a shower.<p>

I dress in the clothes Christina and I bought – a black tank top with Dauntless Flames licking the bottom, and over that a long sleeved black sweater. Next on are black leggings, suitable for training, and comfy dark blue trainers, again with black socks. I tie my hair up in a high ponytail, and apply mascara, my only makeup.

Silently, I pad out of the cold room and start to jog. I'm going to have to get fit and gain some muscles to beat this initiation. No doubt clouds my mind that if we are not good enough, we won't make it. Factionless or dead, I think.

As I jog, I memorise the pathways around Dauntless, hoping not to get lost. Shops pass me by as my breath becomes ragged and sweat drips from my face.

Too slow to react, I collide with someone as I round a corner, falling down. I wince as I rub my bottom.

"Sorry," I mutter.

"Sorry doesn't cut it initiate. What are you doing here?" an angry voice retorts.

Oh God, it's Eric. I just ran into a Dauntless Leader.

His eyes try to meet mine, and I take him upon the challenge.

"I was going for a jog, Sir," I state calmly. Inside I am a raging volcano, almost ready to burst.

"Don't 'Sir' me, Stiff."

"Ex-Stiff," I say before I can stop myself.

"We'll see about that," he smirks. Oh, how I wish I could wipe that smirk off his face.

Instead, I just keep running. As I reach the dorms again, I have committed the path to memory.

Christina is just coming out, bleary-eyed and yawning.

"Wha- Tris?" she says.

"Yup, just me."

"What are you doing out so early? It's 6:30! I was worried when I didn't see you!"

I look down at the floor, ashamed of my lack of thinking, but amazed at the length of my run.

"Sorry, Chrissy, I went for a jog around Dauntless."

"I guess that's ok but next ti – WAIT. Did you just call me Chrissy?" she gasps, eyes lighting up.

I sigh to myself, wondering what the matter was. It's just a nickname!

"Oh Wow! The great, almighty Tris has deigned me worthy of a nickname!" she yells.

"Oh, shut it!" I laugh, her joking filling me with amusement.

"We'd better get to breakfast," she tells me.

And how, exactly, is she going to find it?

"Umm… Tris?"

"Yes?" I say in the exact same tone she used.

"Do you… by any chance know how to get there?"

* * *

><p>Hiya! You guys are amazing! Your reviews make my day, and thank you all.<p>

hope you enjoy this chapter!

MG


	5. Chapter 5

Chapter Five

The Dauntless compound is really something else, I think as I lead Christina towards the dining hall.

"It's lucky for you that I memorised the way there," I say, amused.

"Yeah, well not everyone is as amazing as you, Tris," she complains.

We walk in silence for a bit – not the awkward silence, mind you, the one between friends.

"Tris?"

"Yep?" I reply, popping the 'P'.

"Y'know, you don't have to be so rude to people," she tells me hesitantly, afraid to lose her friend.

"I'm sorry, Christina, I really am. I'm just afraid that if I don't focus on training, I won't be able to pass. And, if I have friends, I'll be too busy with them to train," I respond,

_Not to mention betrayal among other things_, I think.

I shyly add, "I never really meant to make friends with you. I just couldn't help myself."

"Aww, Trissy's getting all sentimental!" she wailed, wiping fake tears of happiness from her eyes. I roll my eyes at this funny sight, now glad I had become friends with the Candor. No, Ex-Candor.

"Trissy? Really?" I snort.

"Well, if you have a nickname for me, I don't see why I shouldn't have one for you!"

She looks at me with doe eyes, breaking down my stern walls quickly. Her eyes fill with fake-innocence, and we can only last a second longer before cracking up with laughter.

I guess I can relax. With enough training, I'll pass. I realize that I don't need to give up my social life just to get into Dauntless.

We reach the Pit, and we take the stairs down to the dining hall. Walking in to the chatter and yelling of Dauntless, I feel… content. That's it, content. We both grab a double chocolate muffin, and speed eat, reminded that we need to be there at 7:00 in the training room by Four.

"Christina?"

"Mmm?" she says, picking at her muffin.

"Well, we only have five minutes," I wait for her reaction.

"What? Move it! Let's go!"

I almost fall off my seat with laughter.

"Don't worry, we have 15 minutes, I was joking with you," I gasp between laughs.

"Cruel person," she sulks.

* * *

><p>Cracking up at one of Christina's jokes, we walk through the door. Only Four is here. I take a look at my surroundings while I have the chance. It's a huge room. Hooks hang on a low ceiling in one area which must be for punching bags. Another area, with a higher ceiling, has weights on racks. On the floor there are several mats, probably used for stretching.<p>

Right slap bang in the middle of the room is a fighting ring. I blink, supressing memories, and walk over to Four. Quickly, I glance at the clock hanging on the wall. 6:55. Not too early, not too late.

"Good to know someone found the way," I hear Four grumbling.

The corners of my mouth uplift as I fight back a smile. Instead, I let a smirk come out to play.

"Well, it seemed to me that I was the only one who knew the way," I reply, seeing his shocked face as he realises I heard him.

I've always had great hearing. And sight. And reflexes. To be honest, I'm great at a lot, I just don't let it be seen. _Usually_, I reply to myself.

"Um, right," Four glances at me weirdly.

Gosh darnit, I almost smiled! Instead, I harden my eyes and my face, slipping one of my many masks on. Now Christina's looking at me weirdly too.

As the initiates start to trickle in, Four starts to set up targets. It's only then that I notice the guns. _Idiot! That could be fatal, _I berate myself.

Well, you know what they say, talking to yourself is the first sign of insanity. But does it count? I mean technically I was think – shut up, me.

The others are all here now. Four stands in front of us, and yells, "Listen up! Training has three stages. Physical, emotional and mental. Today we shall start on the Physical. So everyone pick up a gun and head over to a desk."

I jog over, looking over the guns, and take one of the cleaner ones.

I walk slowly over to the back corner desk – far away enough to easily observe everything, yet close enough to see what Four would be doing.

Speaking of which, Four shows us slowly how to dismantle a gun. Of course, I already know how to do this. When I was little, I snuck into Caleb's bedroom, secretly taking a book. At the time, I didn't know it was a book on weaponry and fighting.

Now that I think of it, it's quite obvious my brother was an Erudite.

So, after reading the book, I kept it. I read it, re-read it and re-re-read it, memorising it. Probably must have been my Erudite showing.

With ease, I pick up the gun and dismantle it. It's a bit different doing it in real life compared to the book, but I'll manage. I finish in under a minute, and I see Four watching in awe. None of the other initiates are done.

"Sweet God, done in 54 seconds," he whispers, "How on Earth did you do that?"

Closely watching his deep blue eyes for their reaction, I answer, "I paid attention."

"Right."

He's suspicious. Oh well.

"Go over to the shooting range. I want to see how well you do."

Now _this,_ will be fun.

I reach the target, and stand, feet spread apart, arms held up.

"I don't even have to correct anything!" he mutters in disbelief.

"I must be good at shooting then," I reply, shrugging it off.

"Well, what are you waiting for? Shoot!"

_Inhale, _aim 5.768 millimetres from the bullseye. _Exhale, _shoot.

I hear a crack, brace for the recoil, and end up fine. I stare at the target, grin splitting my face at the bullseye. Clean through the middle.

"Impossible," Four whispers, eyes wide.

"Not impossible. Just highly difficult," I retort.

He shakes his head in wonder and says, "Keep shooting."

I nod, and continue. Definitely not beginner's luck. Only now do I realise that all the others are staring at us.

"Christ, Tris, where'd you learn that?" Chrissy whispers.

I flash my eyes at her, hoping she'll get the message to wait.

"Everyone! To lunch!" Four yells.

* * *

><p>By the end of the day, everyone has hit the target. Even Al, who seemed scared of the target. Over the day, I'd learnt everyone's names. I know I can't be friends with them, too many opportunities for betrayal. But they can be acquaintances.<p>

As we head back to the dining hall for dinner, Christina yanks my arm back and drags me off to near the Chasm.

"This explanation better be real good, Tris," she hisses.

* * *

><p>Hi Guys! Guess who's back? Back again? Warning: I'm trying to post a chapter a day, but some day I might not be able to.<p>

Thank you all guys,

MG
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Chapter Six

As I finish telling Christina about learning from a book, she looks at me sceptically.

"I know you're not lying, and all, but I've never heard of a curious stiff."

"Christina, call me that one more time, and you'll lose a friend," I snap at her.

"Jeez, Tris, I'm sorry, ok? I didn't mean it."

I sigh. No one ever means it. It just happens to 'slip out'.

"Look, Chrissy, I'm sorry for snapping. It's just I really hate that name," I smile sheepishly at her.

Her looks soften, "I know."

Something tells me that she hasn't fallen for me changing the subject. If anything, she'll try even harder to get the truth. And I can't trick her.

"Now, how about we get some dinner?"

* * *

><p>I wake up at what I think must be dawn. Turning over, I check Chris' watch, and see that it is 5:10. Time for running. I slip on some loose clothes and head off around the compound on my select route. Part of me wonders what we are doing today, but I'm mainly focused on not falling over.<p>

I jog once, twice, three times around my course, selecting landmarks for me to speed up or slow down at. My muscles are burning while my lungs scream for a break, but I know my grey-blue eyes are wide with exhilaration.

I slip into the dorms, take a quick shower, and change clothes. Perfect, the others are just waking up. I shake Christina, who's still sleeping, and hold a towel in front of her while she changes.

"Thanks, Tris," she smiles.

"No probs."

We walk out, heading for breakfast. I call out to Chris, and tell her to jog with me. This can be my cool down. By the time we get there, I'm hardly breaking a sweat. Christina, on the other hand, is panting heavily.

"Gods almighty, Tris! How do you do this?"

"I run every day. This was my cool down," I simply state.

"Your cool down?" she asks, aghast.

"Yup," I smirk, knowing she's amazed.

A little Abnegation girl? She can't be any good. She can't be fit. Well, I'm going to have to bloody prove them right, aren't I?

Before I know it, we're there. I stretch out my muscles, motioning Chris to do the same. They'll hurt badly if she doesn't cool down.

We walk in, and (of course) I grab a muffin. What else am I going to eat?

Digging into it, I watch and wait, observing the Dauntless. Some don't look like they fit in. So soft-hearted, so hesitant about hurting someone. If they can't kill for what's right, then how can they protect someone? But there is a portion, a portion who are ruthless. A prime example are the Leaders. So dangerous, so smoothly exuding warning signs.

I feel an elbow nudging me in the side.

"Tris? Tris?" I hear.

"Hmm?"

"You, um, just spaced out. I was asking what time we had to leave," Christina explains.

"Oh, sorry. Didn't realize it. We have to leave to be there at 7:00, which is in… Christ! We have 6 minutes to get there!"

I jump up, hauling Chris out of her seat, already flying across the rocky surface of the corridor.

"Tris! Tris!" I hear Christina gasping.

"Yeah?" I yell.

"Slow… Down…!"

"Oh."

I go to a jog, abandoning my full out sprint. She wasn't able to keep up. Why not? She was actually allowed to do exercise in Candor.

"God almighty, Tris! How are you so fast?"

"Um…" I have no answer.

* * *

><p>We push through the doors and I silently laugh. We had 3 minutes to spare, and we're the only ones here. And that was with a slow jog. Well, slow to me.<p>

I spot the targets again. Guns? Really? No. A table full of knives attracts me. The information from the book comes back to me. The stance, the aim, the flick. All part of a good throw. Slowly, I scan the table, picking out the good knives from the bad. I can even see some carving knives and some cleavers.

"So, we get to see if the Stiff can throw knives today," I hear a voice behind me. Four.

"No one. Calls. Me. STIFF!" I scream.

I can see his eyes widen, pupils dilating. His nostrils flair and I almost feel regretful for shouting. Almost being the key word. Quickly, Four recovers, his midnight blue eyes still shocked. I guess no one ever stands up to him. Bully for him.

"Well, _initiate,_ grab some knives."

His smirk drops as I quickly pick out the best. Three cold metal knives stand out plain as day in my hands. He starts grumbling about 'no good stiffs who like to show people up', but I know he doesn't mean it. Wow, is that a look of respect in his eye? It's only there for a second before the mask erases it.

"Off you go," he says, motioning the target.

"No demonstration?"

"For some reason, I don't think you'll be needing one."

He got that right.

I slowly jog over to the targets, knives held fast in my left hand. I pick one, and take aim. By now, the other initiates are here, and watching in trepidation. They all think I'm going to fail.

It's the same process as the guns.

_Inhale_, aim. _Exhale_, throw. I peek out of my hands, and see a bulls-eye. Good.

Behind me, I can hear gasps. _How can she do this_, they say. _How is she so good, _they wonder. Sorry bitches. I got a secret and I'm going to keep it. But, if these people want a show, then a show they'll have. I sprint to the end of the room, and pull off my jumper. Tying it around my eyes, I slowly breathe, marking where I think the targets are.

I run through the practice moves in my head, remembering how the book told me they were for avoiding other knives. To me, they seem more a petty dauntless trick of Gymnastics. Hey, they came in use, right?

I push off at a sprint, pulling myself over and over into flips. Each time I am level with a target, I let loose a knife. With the last target, I flip a knife in the air, kicking it over to the target. This one is risky. Only a 46.8789573% chance of it hitting the board, and that's by an expert.

Dreading the moment, I slowly pull off my makeshift blindfold. _Three, two, one. _I sneak a peek. Relief. Three bulls-eyes, all of the blades fully in.

I should not have done that. It was dangerous. I could have hurt someone, or worse yet kill - stupid Abnegation side.

Turning my attention to the slowly forming crowd, I see dauntless members and initiates alike with their mouths open, gawking at me. I feel a blush rise in my cheeks, and force it down.

"And she's from Abnegation?" I hear several faint voices murmur.

I gaze at Four. He seems torn between admiration and scowling at me for 'showing him up'. But lurking there, deep in the shadows, is a wariness. He knows I'm dangerous. And I thought I'd have to do several demonstrations!

"Initiates stay. Others, you will have to leave. This room is for training initiates, not ogling at them.

Sniggering, I turn my back and take the knives out. Tris, 2. Four, 0.

* * *

><p>Hi guys! 19 followers already on my first story! Wowzers, you guys are too good to me. Thanks a lot!<p>

A bit of knife action today. Did I explain OK how she's so good with weapons etc?

See ya,

MG
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Chapter Seven

Behind me, I hear a pounding of feet. It's rush hour in Dauntless. Everyone trying to be the first to get to breakfast, be the first to get a good muffin or warm toast. Luckily enough, because I had gone out for a run today, I snagged two muffins – one for me, one for Chris.

I reach Chris' bed, and an idea comes into my mind. I carefully set down the muffins on my bed, hiding them from hungry initiates with my bed covers. Coming into the bathroom, I take my water bottle and fill it up with icy cold water from the taps. Grinning like the devil, I creep over to Chrissy and tip the whole bottle on her head.

"WHA – WHO –"then she sees me.

There's one thing you should know: by then, I was rolling on the floor, laughing hysterically. Of course, this had woken everyone else up. Next thing I know, about 5 water bottles are poured on my head, leaving me gasping.

"That's what you get for waking us up!" they all shout in unison.

Damn, how long had I been lying on the floor? But really, it's fine that they did that – it was like one of my showers back home. It was selfish for us to have hot water when Factionless had none. Shrugging, I turn to my bed, dry myself off and put clothes on.

"Tris!" Christina whines.

I raise an eyebrow questioningly.

"You're not meant to have liked having a freezing cold shower!"

"You call that freezing? That was mild, compared to Abnegation showers in the winter. We used to have to break the ice off it!" I laugh. All Chris does is stare at me, shocked.

"But, um, Abnegations were always the ones who… um… well, hoarded everything."

I glare at her, my humorous attitude turned bitter.

"Never, and I mean never, Christina, talk about my parents' faction that way," I glare at her.

I hand her the lukewarm muffin now, staring stiffly ahead. I guess I do look just like a stiff now.

"Um, Tris? I'm sorry. But can I ask a question?"

"Go ahead," I reply coldly.

"Why did you call it your parent's faction?"

"That's because I could never fit in there. I was always the odd one out. It was never my faction."

I am softer with her this time. She knew no better.

"Well then, Chrissy, we better get to training."

* * *

><p>The punching bags are hung up on the hooks. That's the first thing I noticed when I came in. Guess we're moving on to hand to hand combat. I find myself grinning savagely. Soon, my pretties, soon we will kick some serious ass, I murmur in my head to my fists.<p>

As soon as Four finishes introducing us to the new moves, I head over to the punching bag. I have pretty big muscles, as I used to help carry things to the Factionless. Most packages would be pretty heavy, and it was considered selfish to rest. I nudge Christina, and lead her into stretches. Four hadn't suggested these, but it's better to not pull any muscles.

As soon as we finish, I'm up and at it on the bag. Before I have given 10 hits, there is a huge crash. _Oops! _I had been punching so hard that my bag had fallen off the hook. Feeling like I am going to blush, I haul the bag up onto the hook again. I think that Four was coming over to help me earlier (as if I needed it) because he is frozen mid-stride, jaw hanging open.

Recklessly, I have a smug look and tell him, "Four, you'd better close your mouth if you don't want to catch flies."

He glares at me, but he's surprised. Seriously, has he not realised yet that I'm messing with him? Instead of replying, he turns on his heel and strides to the person next to me – Christina. Well, that's just too bad. He won't find anything to correct there, because I've already done that for him. Oh, and I may or may not have also included some useful information on fighting.

Soon, after the punching bag falling off the hook again, I grasp the fact that I need a different type of hook. My bag is swaying dangerously, and I am now minimizing the strength of my hits so as not to repeat the earlier accidents. Also, I'm pretty bored of puny hits like these.

So, I head over to the storage cupboard, ignoring the staring, and collect a different clip – one like on a necklace. It is a full circle with a clasp on it. There's no way the punching bag can fall out. I reach my punching bag, and carry it in my arms over to a different hook. This one is further away from other people. I snap the new clip onto the wall, and put the punching bag though the ring.

Soon I am punching away with full might, dodging away from the punching bag when it swings back. Now I am not only building up strength, but I am also boosting my speed. By the end of the day, I am thoroughly tired. Finally, a proper workout!

Suddenly, an idea comes into my mind. I slowly jog over to Four.

"Hey!" I call.

He turns, lifting an eyebrow at my raised voice.

"So, I was wondering whether initiates are allowed to come into the training rooms outside of sessions."

"I see no problem in you doing that. One question – why would you want to?"

"Why?" I almost choke, "Because I don't want to be weak! I've had enough of feeble, fragile little girl! I promised myself when I came to Dauntless that I'd prove to all those people who regard me as a frail 12 year old wrong!"

"Whoa, no need to shout," Four reprimands me.

Instead of replying, I mimic his raised eyebrow.

Before I sprint off, I can see his face flicker in amusement. I'm surprised, I would have thought he'd be angry.

* * *

><p>I almost moan in pain as I wake up, biting my tongue to keep silent. Why, oh why, did I forget to stretch yesterday? Stupid, stupid me! The one time my Erudite side could have come in use! Ok, that's lying. I just ignored it.<p>

_Show no signs of weakness. I am strong. I will not be weak!_

Pushing myself up from the bed with new determination, I slip into the bathroom to have a shower and change clothes. As I enter the dorm, brushing my hair, I see my whole bed painted with a word. Stiff. Just like the red on my sheets, my vision turns crimson. _They will pay. They will pay. They will pay._

In front of me, I see Peter's side heaving. Just like laughter. I smirk maliciously. I know just what to do.

* * *

><p>"Four! Four!" I call out over the din of the dining hall. So far, each morning I have ran the compound, doing more laps every day.<p>

I slide through the crowded room to get to him. He's sitting at a table on his own. That's not surprising – it's 6 in the morning.

He looks taken aback that I am up so 'early'.

"What are you doing here?" he grumbles, "It's early. You could have slept in."

Yep. I was right.

"This is early? Four, it's only -" I look at my watch, "- 6:03 in the morning!"

"Exactly! Six! What time do you count as early then?"

I have to think about this. I know that getting up at 5:00 would be counted as early, but nowadays, I'm awake at 4:00. Much more time to run.

"Well, I suppose that around 3:30 is early for me," I admit.

I have to struggle to hold back laughter when he nearly chokes on his coffee.

"Three-fucking-thirty in the morning? What time do you usually get up?"

"Um, around four at the moment."

"Four?!"

"No need to say your own name, I already know it," I joke.

"Why so early?"

"Well, got to fit in time for a run."

I kinda want to ask if he's okay when he starts gasping for air. His eyes are bugging out of his face, which is a pretty entertaining sight.

"So, what was it you wanted?" he asks once he has control of his breathing again.

"Oh, yeah! See, I was wondering if when the fights come round, that I could be paired up against Peter?"

"What fights?" he feigns ignorance.

"Four. Seriously, it's not that hard to work out! How else would you rank us? You need to simulate a real fight, so sparring with the other initiates would be the best way."

"Fine, fine," he grumbles, "I'll see what I can do. Would you mind tell-"

I cut him off at that, giving him a cheery grin, "Thanks a lot! See ya!"

I rush off to get the muffins, and take them back to Christina.

* * *

><p>"CHRIS!" I yell in her ear.<p>

So far, I've tried shaking her awake, I've tried talking to her, and I'm definitely not waking her with water again.

She startles awake, and gives me a venomous glare.

"Sheesh, woman, you could have just shaken me! No need to burst my eardrums!"

"I tried."

"Oh…" she says sheepishly, "I probably should have told you that I'm a deep sleeper."

I roll my eyes, pushing the muffin into her hands.

"Well, Chrissy, it's time for training. And I have a feeling this day's going to be fun."

* * *

><p>Hello! Wow guys, thanks so much - all of you! I want to let you know that this is a no war fic, and it will most likely be Fourtris.<p>

Cheerio,

MG
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Chapter Eight

I stand next to Christina, waiting for the pairings on the board to be put up. Next to me is Will – an Erudite transfer – and Christina has confided to me that she has a major crush on him. Besides Will, Al is pacing. I dislike him. You would think he's more of an Amity than a Dauntless, but in his eyes you can see the barely contained jealousy when he looks at me.

On the other side of the room is 'the trio'. Apparently (according to Chris) they haven't been separated since they 'crawled out the womb'. Christina said it, not me! Anyways, this gang consists of three Candor. Peter, a big man who seems vicious, Molly, a hulking woman who is the 'slightly more feminine counterpart of Peter', and Drew, a short man built like a boulder with hair the colour of an old carrot.

Since I joined Dauntless, I haven't been paying much attention to the other initiates. That was dangerous, so very dangerous. I can feel my brow furrow as I study my opponents.

I realised as Christina and I were walking to the training room earlier that I needed more friends. So many Dauntless passed us, chatting in groups, playing pranks, and generally having a good time. Yes, if I distance myself I might get a good score, but alas, what would happen when, no, _if _I pass? No one to turn to apart from Christina, and she wouldn't want a _Stiff _clinging to her night and day –

Four bursts into the room, snapping me out of my mindless reverie. Damn, I gotta stop spacing out!

Enough. Four starts to type into a small computer on the other side of the board. The board must be lectronic. So, if the program were to send an electric signal along at the speed of 1.42708259 – shut up, me.

He finishes, and I turn my attention to the board. Slowly, a malevolent grin comes up on my face.

_Peter/Tris_

_ /Myra_

_Christina/Molly_

_Al/Will_

_Drew_

Due to the odd number of initiates, Drew had no one to face.

"Oh no, I'm up against the Tank!" Christina groans.

She's up against Molly, AKA the Tank.

"Peter's female Doppelganger," she clarifies – not that I need it.

"Um, Trissy? Why do you have such a creepy smile on your face?" Christina gulps.

I must look like a shark. A shark waiting for its prey to swim by.

"I'm up against Peter."

"And that's a… good thing?" Will chokes out.

"You know, I'm sure you could take a few hits and pretend to be knocked out," Al says with sickening sympathy in his voice.

"You think I'm weak? You think I'm a frail little Abnegation with no muscles or intelligence? That I'm a tiny, meek girl ready to be bossed around? Well, _Albert, _you got another thing coming," I snarl, disgusted.

He looks scared. I'd like to think that he almost wet his pants. I flick my wrist, excusing him to go run over to someone else. He stands there, jaw agape, until I take a half-step towards him, still snarling. He flees, taking frightened glances over his shoulder. _Damn, I'm good at this._

"Um… Tris?" Will says shakily.

"Yup?" I smile.

Christina is just standing there, staring at me.

Clearly shocked (I seem to be doing that often), Will asks, "Why, again, is it a good thing?"

"Ah. Yes, I'm against Peter," I start to grin again.

"Tris, cut it out," Christina seems to have regained her wits.

"Sorry, sorry," I retreat, "It's good because I get some sweet, sweet revenge."

"For what?" they both ask.

"For painting the word Stiff all over my bed," I growl.

"Oh God. He has no idea what he just got himself into, did he?" Christina mumbles, white as a sheet.

"Nope," I reply. She must have forgotten about my excellent hearing, because she seems surprised, before a look of knowing comes over her face.

I stalk around the duo, occasionally muttering things to get myself riled up. By the time Four is calling out 'Tris and Peter!' I am shaking with suppressed rage.

"Oh dear, is the poor little Stiff all scared?" Peter taunts me.

He must be mistaking the tremors going down my body for fear. As I said earlier, he's got another thing coming. This fight has turned from a spar to deadly revenge. One angle adjusted, a grasp on the throat for a second longer, so many 'accidents' could kill him.

I start to circle around the ring, and I can hear the mutters of Christina saying 'Peter's having it now'. Damn right, girl! No one calls me a Stiff and gets away with it! Apart from my companions of course. They just get a friendly warning.

Soon I am fed up of the waiting game. With lightning fast speed, I feint towards Peter's chest. His eyes widen at my pace and I snort. It is a fraction of my real reflexes. Unknown to him, I intend to make him suffer.

As he clumsily tries to deflect the feint, I bring me knee up towards his now unprotected stomach. With a whoosh, I expel all the air out of him. He falls to the ground, and tries to roll away. Let him get up, I think. It will be more humiliating to just knock him back to the floor.

As soon as he has staggered to his feet, he throws a slow punch to my jaw. I duck under, giving him two quick jabs by the heart. That should cause heart burn for the next few days.

Next, as his mouth is hanging open from the pain, I sweep his feet out from underneath him, forcing his jaw up to his head at the same time. I watch him lying there on the ground, struggling to breathe.

I start to kick him in the side. _One,_ for painting that word on my bed. _Two, _for calling me it. _Three, _for mocking me. With one last kick, I hit him in the private parts, watching savagely.

I whisper to him, "Sweet revenge, Peter. Sweet revenge," before putting him out of his pain by dealing him a swift punch to the jaw to knock him unconscious.

Everyone is staring at me in awe. I am not even out of breath after that. Pitiful, is what I call it. Maybe I could convince Four to go against me one day, prove to him I'm not weak. Wait, no, I have nothing to prove!

I shrug it off, stepping out of the arena with no wounds whatsoever. The initiates all look afraid – terrified, even.

"Tris…" Christina whispers faintly.

"That… was the best fighting I have ever seen!" she says, her voice raising in volume until she's yelling in glee.

I join in with her smiles as the whole of the initiates cheer me on for defeating Peter. That is, except from Molly and Drew, who are staring at me slack-jawed.

"Thanks, Chrissy!" I smile.

"Yeah, Tris, that was great!" Will yells.

So this is what it is like to have friends. To have someone support, to congratulate you. In Abnegation, friends would be counted on as selfish. Watch out, world, Tris is back and better. Guess what? I don't care if I'm selfish!

* * *

><p>Thanks to my tutoring, Christina came out of her fight the victor. Okay, she got a black eye, but that was nothing compared to what Molly received. Not as bad as Peter got, but she did well.<p>

I quickly give Will some last minute tips as he headed into the rings, hoping he'd defeat Al. Luckily, Will got in a good hit after around five minutes. Combining Will's intelligence and my fighting tips, he hit the soft spot between the eyes and the hair, knocking Al unconscious.

When all the fights had ended, I lead Chris and Will to the dining hall to get food. Or, for me, Dauntless cake. Man, is it good! I grab two slices, and look around for an empty table. None.

Instead, I lead them over to a table with a few Dauntless initiates on it. They look friendly enough.

"Hi, guys, I was wondering if we could sit here with you," I ask.

"Sure!" one of them replies, "Oh, hey Tris!"

"Uriah!" I grin, pleasantly surprised.

"It's been ages since I've seen you, Tris!"

Oh, gosh darn it, he's made me feel guilty! I forgot entirely about him!

"I know! It's just that I've been so busy and all with the running and training and – "

"Tris, relax. I didn't mean it that way. And I've seen the way you train! I'd collapse halfway through!"

I let out a mental sigh of relief, and sit down with Christina and Will.

"This is Christina, and this is Will. I'm Tris," I say for the benefit of Uriah's friends.

"This is – "

"Wait, you're _the _Tris? _The _Tris who beat up that initiate Peter? I've heard he's going to be in the infirmary for days!" A girl cuts in.

"Um, yeah. Have I got a reputation already?"

"Damn, yeah girl! I like you already!" she cries out.

"AHEM. If I could continue on from where I was so rudely interrupted? Good. So that was Lynn, the girl who is so _terribly _rude to me, I'm Uriah, and this is Marlene." He points out.

After a round of greetings, Uriah says, "So, why's you beat Peter up?"

"What makes you think I have a reason to?" I ask.

"Oh, puh-lease! There's no way you'd do all that without reason to! Most likely you'd just knock him out. Less energy wasted."

"Alright, alright," I sigh, "He called me a stiff and painted that word on my bed."

I am shaking again at this point.

"Oh God. He should not have done that!" Uriah pales.

I agree silently, smirking. After a bit of silence, Uriah tries to steal a bit of my cake.

Instead of reacting, I just relax and tell him, "Might I remind you what happened to Peter? I am very attached to my cake."

I start grinning like a maniac when Uriah's face, which had regained colour a few minutes ago, blanched.

"Alright, alright! I'll give it back!" he cries out.

All of us are choking on laughter, tears streaming down our faces when we heard Uriah audibly gulp.

"That… was… the best!" Lynn howls.

I grab the cake back, and start eating slowly, making sure to rub it in Uriah's face.

"I think Zeke needs to know about this," Marlene snickers as the laughter subsides.

Zeke?

"No! No! Anyone but Zeke!" Uriah cries pleadingly.

"Zeke is Uriah's older brother. He's such a tease!" Lynn quickly fills us in.

"Well, then. I think I know who this Zeke is," Christina butts in.

"Me too," Will sniggers.

"Don't forget me! I know just where he is!" I cry, almost suffocating with new laughter.

Unknown to Uriah, a man is creeping up behind him, pulling silly faces at us. He looks just like his little brother, so it isn't hard to make the connection.

"What's this, little brother?" Zeke cackles in Uriah's ear.

"He – he looks… like… he's seen… a – a ghost!" I shriek.

Uriah jumps into the air, face white as a sheet, eyes popping.

"Ezekiel Pedrad!" He tries to scold, failing miserably.

"Uriah Pedrad!" Zeke mocks him, face split in a wide grin.

"Not funny!"

"It was for the rest of us!" I chortle.

After a round of introductions on my part, and a reaction when Zeke heard my name, we settle down to eat, my Dauntless cake half finished. Many Dauntless had been looking at us weirdly for breaking out in shrieks of laughter earlier. Guess what? I don't care anymore.

I forgot to add something earlier. Friends are not just to support or congratulate you. They are for having fun, for confiding in, and just for being… friends.

* * *

><p>Hiya Guys! Sorry to those of you who wanted Eris, I'm probably going to do a different story for that. I love Fourtris and Eris equally, but there were more people wanting Fourtris on this. Thanks for all the reviews, guys! It makes me feel great :)<p>

Adieu,

MG
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Chapter Nine

The punching bag swings. I hit it with a roundhouse kick, followed up by a strong punch. I have more muscle now. Compared to this, I was weak when I came into Dauntless. I am almost yanking the circular hook out of the wall.

Today is a day off for initiates. To 'get ready' before going back into fighting. Probably to heal from any wounds we have. Lucky for me, it's just a day for hanging with friends, and one not spent in the infirmary.

As usual, I am up early. But today, I only allowed myself a half-hour run in favour of spending time training here. Damn, I'm kinda missing my run now.

Soon I stop, storing away the punching bag so I can go to breakfast. Mmm, muffins… snap out of it, Tris! I shake myself, suddenly remembering that I need to wake Chris up. I start walking to the dorms, wondering if I should I wake Will up too? Probably. He's my… friend now, right?

I shake them both awake, finding that Will is a lighter sleeper than Chris. Thank God, I don't think I could deal with two of them!

After changing, we all head to breakfast. Shoot! I forgot to get us muffins today! I find myself sighing at the thought of not having a muffin.

"Tris, you Ok?" Christina asks.

"Yeah, I guess. Just thinking about the possibility of there not being a muffin to eat," I say melancholy.

At this, my friends burst out laughing.

"God, Tris, I never knew you were so attached to your food!" Will grins.

"Are you saying I'm fat? That's it, get back here!" I yell.

Will sprints away with me hot on his heels. I catch up in no time, tackling him to the ground. I put him in a headlock, and threaten him to take it back.

"Ok, Ok! You aren't fat!" He yelps.

I release him just in time to hear a muttered complaint.

"I never said you were anyway," he mumbles under his breath.

"Did you say something?" I ask him, eyebrow raised.

"No! No! Nothing!" he squeaks.

Christina and I are gasping with laughter, our sides splitting.

"Right," I say as we grab our muffins (gladly there are some left), "What are we doing today?"

"I know! I know!" Chrissy squeals, "We should sooo get tattoos!"

I smile. I have always wanted a tattoo – of course, we weren't allowed one in Abnegation, and I've not had time to get one here yet.

"Sure! Great idea Chrissy!" I smile.

* * *

><p>We walk through the doors to the tattoo parlour, and I spot someone I know.<p>

"Tori!" I yell.

"Hey! It's Bea – "

"Tris now," I smile.

"Right. It's a nickname, right?" I nod.

"Well, what do you guys want? Tattoos or piercings? Bud over here will help you if you want a piercing," she points at a guy sitting down, "and I can get you tattoos."

"I'd like a tattoo," I reply firmly.

"Come with me then, Tris."

We walk into a separate room together. It's rather small and has a chair rather like the one you sit on for the aptitude test.

"What do you want?" she asks me.

"Umm…"

I think carefully. Tattoos aren't meant to just be decoration – they're meant to mean something. Since Abnegation, I have had to make many choices, some right, some wrong. But I have also gained freedom.

"I'd like two, please Tori. One across my ribs. A willow tree blowing in the wind with a quote saying 'we must all face the choice between what is right and what is easy'."

"And the other?"

"A bird curling around the inside of my elbow, signifying freedom," I reply.

"Good choices."

She gets to work, but I hardly feel the pain. When she is finished with my ribs, she helps me stand up to see it. I gasp. It's beautiful!

"Wow, Tori," I whisper.

"Yeah, I'm pretty proud of it myself," she chuckles.

Soon, she is done with me second tattoo. It takes around a quarter of the time for the first one. Now there is a sweet bird curling round my inner elbow.

"How much?" I ask.

"Free of charge!"

"What?" I say, taken aback, "No, Tori, I have to pay for this!"

"I said no charge and I meant it, Tris!"

I walk out, a small smile looped around my face.

"Hey Tris!" Chris grins, "What'd you get?"

"Oh, just a tattoo," I reply.

"Liar," she says instantly.

Damn, I forgot that she's a Candor!

"Fine, fine, I got two."

"Why didn't you just say so?" Will butts in.

"Because… It's private," I blush.

"Is it somewhere naughty?" Chrissy quirks her eyebrows.

I feel my face heating up. Why am I so red?

"No! No! It's special, that's all," I cry out.

"Well then, can you show us the other one?" she asks.

I comply, unfolding my elbow to let her look at it.

"Tris, it's beautiful," she says softly.

I just smile, a tiny, private smile. A real smile.

* * *

><p>It turns out that Chrissy got her ears pierced and her belly button pierced – she didn't want a tattoo. Will got the Dauntless flames licking his shoulder.<p>

I could see Chris blush and stare at Will's abs when he pulled his shirt off to show her. I need to have a talk with them – separately, of course.

Chrissy and I part with Will, because she wants to go to Hell (also known as shopping). As she drags me round, I find several black leggings I like, and a top that hangs off the shoulder. I grab those, and some black converse with flames on them.

Chris, of course, tries to make me put on heels, but I flat out refuse. I am not getting into those killers!

* * *

><p>Just after I have taken my shopping back to the dorms, Uriah comes bouncing up to me.<p>

"Hey Tris! Party at Zeke's! Put layers on!" He yells, a grin on his face.

"Can I bring Chrissy and Will?" I ask.

"Yeah, sure! But remember the layers! Go to apartment 659. That's Zeke's!" he starts smiling widely.

"Fin, I'll be there."

To be honest, I am glad he thought to invite me.

But now? Well, I've got to go tell Will and Chris!

* * *

><p>Hi again! So, if you want to see a picture of the tattoos(because I don't know how to link it) you got to google images and type in 'girls tree tattoo with quote' and it's the second one there. That's on the ribs.<p>

For the one on the elbow, type in 'awesome tattoo representing freedom' and it's the first one.

Sorry I can't link or anything! I tried! promise!

Thanks to you all for being such great people!

Ciao,

MG
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Chapter Ten

I amble through the compound to get to the dorms, where I think Chris is. Didn't she mention something about going there?

Passing through a dark tunnel, I open the doors to – MY EYES!

There, right in front of me, are Chris and Will. KISSING! YES I knew they would get together! And I thought I'd have to have a talk with them, but MY EYES!

"ARGH! Mine poor eyes! So innocent!" I cry out in woe.

They break up, sheepishly grinning at me. I walk up to them, towering over them as they are lying down. Soon the smiles on their face are wiped off as I don't speak.

Suddenly, I pull them both into a hug and tell them, "Finally guys! I thought you needed a talk!"

They seem stunned. I must do a lot of unexpected things to make people so shocked all the time. Well, 'always expect the unexpected', eh?

"Oh, right. Uriah invited us to a party at Ezekiel's!"

"Why do you always have to call me that," a man whimpers.

"Zeke?" I ask, surprised that he's in the dorms.

"Yup! I just came to invite you guys, but it seems that my brother did it for me! Oh, and HA! You said my name!"

"What name, Ezekiel?" I play stupid.

Not relying, he groans and goes out the door.

"Ahem. Uriah mentioned something about wearing layers?" I ask.

"Yes!" Christina raised her fist, "That means we're playing Candor and Dauntless!"

"Um?"

"Oh yeah, Abnegation. Well Candor or Dauntless is a game of Truth or Dare."

"And that has to do what with clothes?" I mutter.

"If you don't want to answer the truth or do the dare, then you have to take a piece of clothing off," she shrugs.

"So, this is basically a game of stripping? Great," I mutter, "just great."

* * *

><p>"So, we need to go shopping again!" Chris beams.<p>

"What? Wait, no, I didn't agree with this!" I yell.

"Too late!" She replies, dragging me off towards the shops.

Yay, another journey to Hell.

As she tows me around, looking for good shops, I find an outfit in the window.

"Chris, what about that one?"

It is a leather jacket with fur trim around the collar and no sleeves. Underneath this is a loos hanging t-shirt, with the words 'born to be free' on it. Al under that is a tank top. There are black leggings to match, with thigh-high silver shorts with studs on. Last but not least, are some black cowboy boots that come to the ankle – they also have studs on.

Chris gasps in amazement.

"This is perfect! Layers, fashionable, and all around amazing! Wow, my Trissy has fashion sense!" she says.

She yanks me into the store, and I buy it. The cashier smiles at me, asking for my points card (this is our kind of allowance, I guess).

Once I give it to her, she tells me, "Well, that's only 10 points."

"Um, sorry, but it said it was 20?"

"That's the original price, but it was in the 'Candor or Dauntless' section, right?"

I almost smack myself in the head once I see the huge sign saying 'Candor or Dauntless'.

"Oh."

She hands the outfit over, and passes the card back, grinning the whole time. I walk slowly to Christina, who immediately squeals about how I'm going to look 'so great' in it.

"And you have to let me make you up – "

"What?" I cry out, "No, no no. No no no no no! N-O. W-A-Y!"

"Oh, but please?" she gives me her puppy dog eyes.

My walls break almost immediately.

"Fine," I sigh, "But only my hair and makeup!"

With no response, she hauls me to the dorms. Reaching under her bed, she pulls out a huge bag full of what I'm guessing is makeup. And let me tell you, it is a BIG BAG.

* * *

><p>"Look in the mirror," she tells me.<p>

I open my eyes and I'm amazed. Looking back out at me isn't Beatrice. This is Tris. Dauntless to the core, I think.

I have on amazing glittery eye shadow that makes my dull grey-blue eyes stand out. Only they're not dull anymore. Somehow, Christina has made them seem bright and shining. I also have on mascara – just enough to make my lashes full. Next, she has defined my cheekbones, making me seem beautiful. My full lips are a deep red that shines in the light.

Last but not last is my hair. Pulled into a waterfall style, it looks amazing. Not to mention my clothes that make me look curvier and downright Dauntless!

You know what? I'm ready. Ready for the best party ever!

I drag a whooping Chris along, thanking her profusely on the way. I reach Zeke's, and I pull my hand back to knock.

* * *

><p>Hi guys! Thanks for all the nice reviews and stuff! Sorry this is such a short chapter, I have a concert I need to get to! Hopefully I'll have a longer chapter tomorrow - no promises.<p>

Thanks to those who have PM'd saying such nice tuff to me! You know who you are ;)

See ya guys,

MG


End file.
